illustrate what I meant She disappeared to return with a    129
pitcher of iced water. I. thanked her and turned out the
lights. My tongue was parched. I got up and wet my lips,
fearful* lest a stray drop slip down my burning throat.
Next morning I remembered that I had forgotten to
call at the vice consul's office for the book he had prom-
ised me^ I went to his office and waited for him to make
his appearance. He arrived beaming with pleasure. He
had already written an inscription in the book; he wanted
me to be sure to let him know, immediately-I had read the
book, what I thought of it. I brought up the rice problem
as delicately as I could, after he had tried to sell me the
idea of visitinjg the leper colony somewhere on the island.
Boiled rice? Nothing could be easier. His wife would fix
it for me every day—it would be a pleasure. Somehow I
was touched by his alacrity in aiding me. I tried to imagine
a French functionary speaking this way—it was just im-
possible. On the contrary, the image that came to mind
was thgjt of the Frenchwoman who ran the tabac in a
certain neighborhood where I hadlived for several years
and how one day, when I was short two sous, she had
snatched the cigarettes from my hand and shouted to me
in a panicky voice that they couldn't possibly give credit
to any one, it would ruin them, and so forth. I thought of
a scene in another bistrot, where I was also a good cus-
tomer, and how they had refused* to lend me the two
francs I needed to make the admission to a movie. I re- .
membered how enraged I became when -the woman pre-
tefided to me that she was not the proprietress but the
cashier and how I had taken the change out of my pocket,
just to prove to her that I had some money on me, and
flinging it into the street I said—"there, that^s what I .
• think of your lousy francs!" And the waiter had imme-
diately rftn out into the street and begun searching for the
dirty little coins.

